THE TRAINING OF A RULER
nised when I was sixteen what I now am, with
all the light and shade. The fact that I was born
among the common people put the trump cards
in my hand/'
This was said in his low-pitched voice, whose
sound recalls that of a distant gong. I have heard
it in two different tones. Sometimes, when he
was speaking in the open, it had a military
resonance, reminding me of Trotsky talking to
the crowd* In ordinary conversation, however,
he never raises his voice, speaking in a way which
betokens a purposive economising of his energies.
But I have heard him use the same repressed
tones in the open air, talking to a knot of twenty
workmen who stood round him in a circle. This
restraint is emblematic of the man's whole dis-
position. In general, Mussolini holds himself in
check, making a display of his natural vigour
only on rare occasions.
"With your constructive instinct," I said,
"you take delight in machines. Does this date
from childhood, when in the smithy you made
acquaintance with the elements out of which
machines are built up ? Do you believe that the
practice of a handicraft has a productive influence
upon mental work?"
"A very  powerful  influence,"   he  answered,
emphatically. "These early impressions are deep
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